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STELLA: Vaguely. I knew that all his bottles and things were
in the bathroom. He hated his bedroom to be littered
about.

LICONDA: Did he ask you for anything before you went?

STELLA: No? there was nothing he wanted. Nurse Wayland
had fixed him up quite comfortably.

NURSE: [To STELLA free^jngly.} You don't understand. Major
Liconda is giving you an opportunity of saying that
your husband asked you for the chloralin and you,
thinking no harm, gave it to him. You saw him take
out five or six tabloids and then you replaced the bottle
on the shelf.

STELLA: \With irony',] I never thought of that. That would
have been quite a good way out if Fd poisoned my
husband. No, Major, Maurice never asked me for the
chloralin and I never gave it to him.

NURSE: May I ask a question now?

STELLA: Certainly.

NURSE: Why were you so upset when I came in this morning
and told you I'd been into your husband's room?

STELLA: Do you mean when you said he was dead? Did
you expect me to go on eating an egg as though you'd
said it was a fine day?

NURSE: No, you didn't know he was dead then. You
couldn't have known unless you'd had second sight.

STELLA: Oh, I see what you mean now. I was angry with
you for going into his room before he was called. Sleep
is such a precious and lovely thing. I think one should
never wake anyone without reason.

NURSE: Are you sure you weren't afraid I'd gone into Ms
room too soon? Supposing he'd been still alive and it
had been possible to save him?

STELLA: YouVe quite made up your mind that I murdered
Maurice, haven't you?